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The Wyatt Earp gave us a Christmas present that day which was
not quite so pleasant. In the midst of our party the shaft of the
electric generator broke, and we had no more electric lights during
the rest of the voyage. This made no difference on deck, since we
had now, raised the sun until it was swinging in its circle above
the horizon twenty-four hours a day. It was dark inside, though,
and until we got back to New Zealand the cabins reeked with the
smell of kerosene-lamps.
On January 9, 1934, we moored to the edge of the heavy bay ice
in the Bay of Whales; and the crane set the Polar Star, which had
been assembled, ready for flight, in Dunedin, down on the level
snow. Little America, where Byrd and his party/ were about to
establish themselves for their second stay in the Antarctic, was
twelve miles south of us. On the twelfth Balchen and I took the
plane for thirty minutes out on a test flight over Amundsen's old
South Pole trail. Everything worked perfectly. We were ready for
the great attempt.
Then in the night came disaster. The evening before we noticed
that the ice front, pounded by heavy seas, was breaking off a little.
Balchen took some of the men and moved the Polar Star inland
about a mile. Sir Hubert Wilkins questioned whether that was far
enough. Balchen said it would be better to take it back farther,
but it would be safe for the night. Everybody was tired. Next
morning we could all take a hand and move the plane back to the
Ross shelf ice.
About four o'clock in the morning shouts ringing through the
ship brought everybody up on deck. In my cabin I heard a rumb-
ling like distant cannonading. On deck I saw an amazing spec-
tacle. Cracks were running everywhere through the thick bay ice
as heavy swells kept moving out from underneath the great ice
cliffs of the Antarctic Barrier. Within fifteen minutes the Bay o£
Whales, which had been a snow prairie, had become a grinding
mass of ice-cakes and floes for five miles inland. The Polar Star
was marooned on a small cake little larger than herself. Presently
this cake, caught in the crush, split in two, dropping the skis and
hull into a crevasse. Only the wings were holding the aeroplane out
of the bay.
It took sharp work for six hours to save the plane. Men tumbled

